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Foreword 


With extensive delight and glee, | am very happy to have a 
probe of such a substantial toil, a very appreciable book. 
After a passable review of the book of my beloved friend, | 
noted that the beloved friend has been very patient 
regarding this master collection. This treatise on fine musings 
of a reticent writer rebounded by every particle of the 
universal existence is purportedly aimed at the subsistence 
of soul and sprit governed towards the righteous path. It is 
wonderful that the management of every word is in its most 
faultless disposition. The full growth of my friend as a writer 
is clearly manifest in this work. | see this book among the 
brightest stars of the sky and writer being the driver of the 
wagon of these stars. A worth read, is this book. 


Abdul Mussavir 
Rajbagh, Srinagar 


29 May, 2019 
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CHAPTER ONE 


oe 


Burning Ashes 





The trees of a charming forest gave a trifling flow to 
the mortals who served them. In the midst, the souls 
of mortals singing the blues contrived themselves for 
being the novices of the Eternity. And in the end, the 
fire was itself burnt by ashes produced by its dazzling 
flame. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


Creativity tor Creativity 





You say to your friend, “The secret to creativity is 
knowing how to hide your source.” I say to mine, “To 
break the creativity, you must be abundant in 
knowledge.” Let the competition begin. 
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CHAPTER THREE 


‘Taste of Tears 





The taste of spellbinding ink of love of this blue sphere 
is the taste of tears in the climate of snowy hardships. 
Burning the white snowy ink in the blue burning 
flame of Almighty’s love is the only solution to 
illumine the sight. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


Se 
Stability 





When you are helium and your soul is radium, for a worldly but 
about His rules, this is, when the divine help comes and you are 
back helium. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


os 


To meet the Artist 





Looking at the beauty of existence, I’m dying to meet 
the Artist. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
% 


All Your Forevers Will Be Departed 


In this evanescent world, nothing is lasting. 
The breeze of death is blowing, 

Taking away the blackness of universe. 
Artists found a dime a dozen, at sea, what to do? 
Trying to paint the whole canvas, white. 

It’s every man for himself, rocking their boats. 
This is where the rubber meets the road. 
Black mist unware, 

The moon once didn’t carry the shroud. 

As the time passed, in the nick of time, 

The moon rounding the azure blood, refused to shine. 
And a sound echoed, “Blood is thicker than water.” 
Everyone in the seventh heaven, 


And in no time, No Gravity! Devastation! 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


D 


World, a Fearful Storm 


me 





I asked her, “Who are you?” 


She replied, “I ama test and Eternity is inversely 
proportional to my love.” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 





Pride: 
It Is: 


When the creation tries to become the Creator, the slave tries to 
become the Master, and hydrogen tries to become the Helium. 
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CHAPTER NINE 


Balancing 





Inspiration is the key to balance the mental imbalance. 
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CHAPTER TEN 


Gravity of Silence 





I’m the student of silence. They said behind my back, “He has the 
nature of egoism.” Remember, there is a gravity which I've never 
been able to overcome, but there will come a day when there will be 
no gravity. Wait till then. Then meet my Creator. Choice is yours! 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
aA 


Black Love 





“What you love Aqib?”, they asked. “Black but Him!’, 
whispered the heart. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


Black Death, A Secret 





When I looked at the sky, I found something strange! I went in the 
nostalgic fragrance of future and saw the sea of my bloody tears 
saying totsiens to my mama and my family. I tried to reach them 
once but the crushing tornadoic waves of the dark ash blew the 
zephyr of mine from evanescent big blue marble to the endless 
sphere of Eternal Happiness, and I went. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Be Your Own Light 





Analyse your mistakes, find your critical angle! And 
radiate. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Silence 





There is a language whiter than snow and complex than human 
body. It is the language of F-16 in vacuum, the wave in a crowd, the 
art of an artist and the tears of a soul. It is the language of dream 
and dawn; power and choice; and imagination. It is a sense more 
articulate than words. We have forgotten this language. We don't 
even remember that it exists. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


oF 


Shadow ot Her Existence 





Eyes have no tears to shed 


Heart has no blood to pump 
The lub-dub beats whisper to eyes 
Look at the shadow of our soul 


Still she lives, She still exists. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


os 


My Sister 


The moon diverged in a yellow flame, 
And a white lady emerged for the same aim. 
She was splendidly luminous, 

But was humorous too. 

She was the scattered fragrance in the air 
Of a single source, dancing in different ways. 
Her voice was the haunting melody, 
Filled with the scented light of dawn. 
Her heart was milky-way in the universe, 
Was it the milky-way or the entire universe? 
Her hands were the ocean holding my ship, 


And then I came to know, She was my Sister. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


os 


Lost 





Somewhere in the blackness of the sky, I found Aqib out the 
window! 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Art of Creating 





The art is not a thing to be loved, but the Artist is; As the creation 
in not meant for creating, but the Creator is! 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 


a 


Bloody River 





I’m the brain of my heart. Don't try to enter my heart via superior 
or inferior vena cava because the one who tries this, is pushed via 
aorta where there is no chance of finding the recombination 
spectrum. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 


Star 





You are a Hydrogen Bomb! Just keep on blasting and 


become a Star. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


Real Achievement 
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Real achievement is to get an accolade in the hereafter and enter 
our Home : The Eternal World. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


5 


Just My Thoughts 


Once I was playing with bean seeds and I learned a lesson in a 
concrete manner. Sometimes after we finish playing, we throw the 
seeds in a field without any intention of growing or destroying it. 
Most probably the chances of its destruction are more but what, if 
someone picks it up and keeps in the favourable conditions. It will 
be saved. 


Right? 


Likewise, the human soul was in one world (the bean 

covering, where it was safe), then it was sent to another world, a 
lesser world, where the darkness prevailed over the light. 
Sometimes when we are faded and lost, our Creator sends 
someone to pick us up in order to save us, then it is upto we that 
will we remain inside the ground and die or crush the soil and 
raise. Remember if you remained buried inside the earth, it is 
your way of saying, “I quit!” but if you crushed the soil, raised up 
and people were benefited by you, youre succeed. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


os 


Illusional Existent 





She was a spellbinding wave of the tiny droplets of Rain of Heaven: 
Just an illusion from the Real Artist. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


< 
Reality 





The whiteness of the cloud is an illusion, its blackness is the reality, 
its fading away is the truth of reality and the Sun behind it is the 
Reality of reality. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


5 


My Einz 


An abysm sat in motion, all paths went astray. 
What healing is there now for broken hearts? 
The glee that always remained yonder my reach, 
May you be blessed with it wherever you go. 
I pray zealously that you keep on to thrive in life, 
And all your hopes and dreams come true. 
May your sphere never reflect the blackness of mine. 
Your each and every moment is etched to my heart. 
The way you smile and the way you laugh, 
The way I whispered, “I’ve the world’s best sister.” 
Almighty only knows how it came to this pass 
How we came to be driven apart. 
I learned a lot from you, burnt all my boats to be a 


Sadness Destroyer. But you simply walked away. 
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I don’t know where you disappeared. 
But youre present in every beat of my heart. 
You're in my dreams when I sleep, 

In my thoughts when I’m awake. 

I'll be there for you till my heart, beats. 


You know what, youre still my Einz. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 





They are a prism to disperse, recombine the vibes to 


get the beam. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 


5 


Soothing Pain 





When the winds of cruelty blew the last leaf, the sound of wailing 
and suffering echoed throughout the universe. And, in the end 
when the lens of heart opened, I found that the tree loved to depart 
her soul and tears of pain running down her face were just an 
illusion. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 


Eternal Happiness 





Relationship with the book of Allah is directly 
proportional to Happiness. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 


And She Faded 





Somewhere, in a snowy paradise, I asked my teacher, 
“Why you behave like strontium aluminate?” 


She answered, “When your vision sees me glowing, it 
falls in love with me and then I fade. The fading away 
of the glow is just for the Remembrance of Almighty.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 


A Heavy Heart 





The clouds that used to have the blues sub-rosa on the terra-firma 
are now sparkling by knowing it blooming. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 





He was a minute globule of water, filled with the scent of love, 
used by the oceans to wash the rivers of their souls, reflecting the 
seven colours of light. 


And yet the illusionary sea, threw a black mist on the 
eyeballs of the diamonds, resulting in the bleeding tears 
of his soul. 


40|Page 


CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 


os 


Beauty in Existence 





Beauty of Essence lies in Existence. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 


Bruised Bird 





Let the whole sphere call me a broken bird. Let the grains of sand 
on the shore make every effort to destroy my existence. Let 
whirlwind bring the clouds of fire over my fields of cotton. Let 
them criticize and say, what they wanna say. 


O Conqueror of my heart, I know with the wings of fragrance 
designed by your ink of love, I can raise above every storm. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 


5 


Real Love 





..And when everyone left. 


He remained... 
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CHAPTER THIRT-FIVE 


os 


Everything Around Seems False 


All flowers with similar fragrance, 
Every petal dancing to reveal its devotion. 
This is the perfect storm, 
The more I search the deeper I sink. 
Every corner of the garden, full of thorns 
Smelling like the aroma of Oudh. 
Looking for the fragrance, for my silence 
Scared, if the poison became my breathe 
Every pore of my being, under fire. 


Vision benumb, everything around seems false. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 


% 


The Real Trend 
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The people want you to follow the trend of modernisation. Follow 
Islam, the Universe will fall in love with you and follow your trend. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 


oF 


A Leap of Faith 





Be like the moths to the flame to get burnt by your own mastered 
art. The illusionary red fierce flames on this evanescent sphere are 
nothing but the messengers to the Eternal Home. Set your soul on 
fire to liberate it. 
Remember, when I tried, I found myself in deep 
incomprehensive pain of losing my soul but to achieve 
something, something you live for is lost and something is 
replaced by the best version of something. 


So, if you understood it, take it, learn it and breathe it 
In. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 


A Means to an End 





The worldly life is just a means to get access to the 


Eternal One. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 


5 


‘Troubled Waters 





He had a wish to sleep, a night full of darkness, in the streets of 
bleeding nation but the thought that what if this darkness 
coloured him in its hues, kept hitting his mind, keeping him behind 
the clouds till the dawn broke. 
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CHAPTER FOURTY 


os 


A Closed Book 





All what I’m is a mystery coated with the vibes of crystalline 
silver. Youll find my soul like your own but it will just be a black 
illusion from the mysterious writer's world, if you feel it good 
then your soul will be the worst and if you feel it bad then your 
soul will be the best. Don't investigate who or what I'm. 
Remember that. 
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CHAPTER FOURTY-ONE 


Existence 





I might be a forest, You are always the trees. 
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CHAPTER FOURTY-TWO 


Beauty of Pain 





Sometimes when the zephyr tears your soul apart, it’s just to 
remind you the union of hell and heaven. Her plan for merging the 
beauty of dawn with the scented moonlight is just to beautify the 
wounds of the bleeding souls. 
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CHAPTER FUURTY-THREE 


5 


Martyrdom 





Martyrdom is the beauty, gazing at itself in the azure blood. It is 
the moonlight of the Eternal world. It is the flowers, spreading 
fragrance in their own rainbow. It is holding the storm of fire in 
the heart. It is hugging the thorns to get blessed by the merciful 
gaze of Eternity. 
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CHAPTER FOURTY-FOUR 


All Roads Lead to Rome 





A little world of infinite happiness had lost a colour to which its 
existence belonged. The devoted lovers moved the heavens and the 
earth to colour their souls in the hue of happiness but ran into the 
sand. They knew that every cloud has a silver lining, so they blazed 

the trails ina row to cross paths. And in the nick of time, a sound 

echoed from the mountains of red forest throughout 
the universe, “I wish I were Home.” 
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CHAPTER FOURTY-FIVE 


End of the Story 





They told me, “You copy!” 


I smiled for a moment and said after silence, “To ash, 
paper too is ash.” 
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About the Author 


Aqib Javid Bhat is a writer by day and a poet by nightfrom 
Mandoora Tral, Jammu and Kashmir. Starting from the 
love and care of family, he came up with much bound values 
and peaceful norms. Putting his way on rails, he was handed 
to the institute which is having an humongous status in his 
life, today. He passed out matriculation from Iqra Model 
Institute Mandoora,Tral. He completed the Quran 
memorization course from  Al-Huda_ Qura’anic’ Centre 
Mandoora. According to him, being Hafiz-e-Qura’an is his 
greatest achievement in life. Presently, he’s studying at 
Aakash Institute, Raj Bagh, Srinagar. He is a closed book 
known by silence. Universe Echoed is his first book and he is 
striving to make it a success. 
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Universe Echoed is about the journey of a soul in 
the stormy nights to find its true nourishment. It is a 
collection of miscellaneous quotations and poems 
which will let you explore the different versions of 
this evanescent world and know the true philosophy 
behind the pain. The pain of suffering is spinning 
around the author like a tornado of worry and doubt 
but after covering a lot of ground on a collision 
course, his horizons are expanded and he wants to 
lit lamps i in the dark for all the readers. Everyone is 
born with a wound and with the passage of time the 
agony of this wound gets deeper and deeper. This 
book teaches us how to the look beyond the 
majestic beauty and colour of the sunset, to see the 
beauty behind it; For the beauty behind it is the true 
beauty. 

This book is a modest attempt of the author to 
colour the whole world in a black and white hue 
which will enable the readers to break the habits 
that shackle them. For anyone feeling happy, sad, 
heartbroken or looking for inspiration and 
motivation this book can come in handy. And after 
understanding the whole journey, each soul will wish: 
If | were Home. 
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